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River leaned back in his desk chair, one hand wrapped around his cock, while his other hand 
controlled the mouse of his computer. Flicking across his screen was the usual montage of images 
from the human’s most powerful lusts. Horses. Anthro horses in various suggestive poses. Most were 
male, with thick and powerful cocks that practically jutted out from the screen. 


The human groaned in envied pleasure. He adored the powerful look of the horses he lusted 
after. He sometimes wasn’t sure whether he wanted to have fun with anthros like that, or whether he 
wanted to be one of them. Maybe even both at the same time. It was a constant indecision that 
plagued his mind; not that it mattered much anyway. 


River was not built like the powerful horses. He was thin and scrawny, with barely any 
muscle to his body at all. His cock, the most impressive feature of an equine anthro, was small and 
insignificant. He didn’t have anything that would attract an equine to him at all, and nor did have the 
body to even pretend to be like them. He had tried working out in the gym, but it had never resulted in 
any muscle at all. 


A knock at the door distracted River from his session. He groaned in annoyance and quickly 
tabbed out of his lustful images and pulled his pants up again, trying to adjust his erection so it wasn’t 
clearly visible through his clothes. As he walked through to the front door, he swept his brown hair 
back and tried to calm himself down, hoping an aroused blush wasn’t lingering on his cheeks. 


If any of his lingering arousal remained, then the person on the other side of the door didn’t 
comment on it. The feline anthro looked bored. “You’re River Blake?” she asked. She held a small 
package in one hand. 


“Tam, yeah,” River replied. He frowned. He hadn’t been expecting a package. 


“This is for you then,” the cat said, holding out the little wrapped box for the human to take. 
A shadow of a smile came to her face. “Have a nice day.” 


The feline turned around and headed back to her van, idling on the side of the road. It was 
adorned with the logo of the national courier service, so it wasn’t like one of his friends had pulled a 
prank on him by delivering something they had ordered for him. 


River scratched behind his head as he turned back to go inside. Then he remembered. There 
had been that little pop-up he’d clicked a few weeks ago, which had promised to fulfil his wildest 
fantasies. He hadn’t even meant to click on it, as it was surely one of those links that contained all 
sorts of viruses to shut down his computer, but nothing untoward had happened. In fact, up until this 
delivery, nothing had happened at all. 


River wasn’t even sure what would be contained inside the little package. He couldn’t recall 
much from the pop-up ad. Realising he was just standing around the front door and time would be 
better served opening the package, River hurried back to his bedroom and closed the door behind him, 
a habit that lingered from when he shared his house with a couple of others. 


The human sat on the edge of his bed and carefully unwrapped the packaging. There wasn’t 
any logos on the wrapping at all, with just his home address on the front. No return address had been 
filled in at all. 


The little box inside gave no further information. It was simply a plain brown box, again with 
no logos at all. He scratched his head and looked for a way to open the box. It had been taped closed, 
but River was able to dig his nails into the small gap and pull the tab open. Inside was a small vial of 
liquid wrapped in a couple of sheets of paper. 


River held the small vial in his hand. The liquid inside was thick and dark green in colour, 
looking almost like a toxic sludge. He was tempted to open it up and drink it all in one go, but caution 
and common sense restrained him. The folded paper was in there for a reason, and likely had the 
instructions and description of just what the little vial contained. 


Unfolding the paper still provided no answers as to where the vial had come from. It was 
unmarked with any logo or company name, but River had been right in assuming that it contained a 
small description on how to properly use the vial of liquid. 


The actual instructions were short. They promised to turn the drinker into their most desired 
form. All the drinker had to do was consume every drop inside the vial. The rest of the pages were 
taken up with legalese and various warnings and possible side effects. River’s eyes glazed over after 
he read the warning to drink with food, and not to swim for at least half an hour afterwards. 


It hadn’t been that long since he had last eaten. Certainly within the hour. That was surely 
recent enough for it to be safe. River didn’t really want to wait until he was hungry again, as a tremor 
of excitement passed through his body. He didn’t know if the little vile of foul-looking sludge was 
legitimate or not, but it surely wouldn’t hurt to try. 


River unstoppered the vial and held it close to his face. He wrinkled his nose at the smell of 
the thick liquid inside. It didn’t smell too pleasant at all, but the promised result was certainly worth it. 
Pinching his nose with one hand, he tipped the vial back with the other. He almost gagged the 
moment the liquid touched his tongue, but with a grimace he forced himself to swallow down the 
sludge-like contents of the small vial. 


He almost coughed a few times, but River managed to keep himself swallowing until the vial 
was empty. He threw the little glass to the side, where it bounced on his bed. He stuck his tongue out 
in disgust, then wiped his lips with the back of his hand. 


“Ugh, that was gross,” he muttered to himself. “This had better be worth it.” 


River slumped down on his desk chair again, but nothing seemed to happen at all. But for the 
foul taste in his mouth, nothing seemed different at all. He sighed and leaned back, running his hands 
over his brow. His eyes caught sight of the instruction pages again, and he reached out to grab them. 
There was an instruction there he hadn’t seen before. ‘Wash down with water’. 


River leapt out of his chair like an electric current had shot through it. He hurried through to 
the kitchen without a second thought, his hands trembling as he tried to pour himself a glass of water. 
He didn’t want to miss out on this before he hadn’t thought to read the instructions thoroughly. He 
gulped down almost a full glass of water without stopping. 


This time, River felt something immediately. The bad taste in his mouth vanished instantly, 
and a strange churning started making itself known in his gut. He huffed softly, pressing both hands to 
his belly as he staggered back towards his bedroom. There wasn’t going to be anyone to see him, but 
he still preferred the privacy of his own room for whatever was about to happen. 


A strange feeling started to make itself known in his neck. He shivered in anticipation, 
expecting it to stretch out into a horse’s neck, but to his surprise the opposite seemed to happen. It 
shrunk down towards his shoulders, which had begun to bulk up and swell. 


“That’s not ritiihhhh...” 


River frowned as he felt his mouth changing. He wasn’t able to even finish the word as he 
found himself unable to vocalise anything at all. The only sound he could make was a huffing noise 
through his nose, but his mouth felt completely rigid and stiff. He started to lift his hands up to feel 
around it, but he stopped and stared as he realised that they were starting to change as well. 


His fingers were started to thicken and grow stiff as they melded together. His eyes went wide 
as he realised what was happening. They were becoming hooves, but something didn’t quite seem 
right about them. He stared at the thickening hooves as his dexterity faded away to nothing. 


River’s eyes flicked to the side as his shoulders bulked up thick and wide around his head, 
which felt like it was retreating back into his collar as his neck diminished to almost nothing. His arms 
began to twist and distort. They were thickening out as well, especially near his shoulders, but there 
weren’t looking much like arms anymore. If anything, they were more like legs, but... backwards. 


With a loud rip, River’s bulging shoulders tore through his t-shirt. Tatters of fabric scattered 
to the floor as his shrinking neck pulled his head down into a growing crook between his swelling 
shoulders. Heat began to flare around his throat, but River couldn’t lift his changing hooves up to feel 
what was causing it. 


It was easy for River to realise that something wasn’t quite right. A lot of things seemed not 
to be quite right, but he couldn’t see just what was going on. He couldn’t speak, and his hands were 
almost entirely subsumed into hooves. His arms had twisted around entirely now, and were thick, 
powerful legs designed for running. 


River’s fringe had begun to grow longer as well, draping over his face and making his nose 
twitch. His eyes glanced up to see what was happening, and he realised that a tail was beginning to 
form from his hair. With a little concentration, he was able to flick it away from his eyes. 


The transforming human knew he needed to see what was going on with his body. He could 
feel changes slowly starting to creep down a little lower, and his body felt top-heavy with the thick 
equine hips and legs where his shoulders and arms had once been. He stumbled back towards his 
bedroom door, glad that he hadn’t properly closed it. His clumsy hooves fumbled with the frame of 
the door, before he was able to nudge it open. 


The bathroom door was likewise ajar, and River was able to push it open so that he could see 
himself in the full-body mirror opposite the shower. What met his eyes managed to confuse, scare, 
and arouse him all at the same time. 


Almost from the waist up, his body had been changed entirely. Instead of human, he was now 
equine, but the changes hadn’t been like-for-like. Instead of equine shoulders and head, he had instead 
been given the hindquarters of a horse. His new hooves legs twitched as he tried to lift them up to feel 
over himself. 


His head had almost entirely disappeared beneath his new tail. His eyes and nose were still 
there, as normal — or at least, as normal as they could look, buried between the thick hindquarters of a 
horse. His mouth, however, had been changed. His lips, tongue, and teeth were long gone. Instead, he 
had the tight pucker of a tailhole replacing his mouth. He felt a blush burning at his... cheeks. No 
wonder he wasn’t able to talk at all. 


River’s eyes slowly drifted down away from his altered face. The reason for the burning heat 
at his throat was obvious. His upper body had been turned into the hindquarters of a horse, and that 
horse was fully endowed. Very well endowed. 


Two heavy testicles hung down from between his new legs, with a weighty sheath dangling 
between them. In the mirror he could see a flared tip already poking out from inside this new sheath. 
River would have groaned if he could, but instead was only able to huff gently from his nose. 


The transformation didn’t appear to be progressing any further, leaving his body only half 
changed. River shivered slightly. He was bizarrely aroused to his current form, but he was clumsy and 
awkward like this, and hardly appropriate for public. He looked like the strangest centaur ever; half 
human, half horse, but the parts were all mixed up wrong. 


River wondered if there was anything on the instructions that he had missed. He awkwardly 
turned around in the bathroom, his hooves accidentally clacking against the tiled wall as he struggled 
to pull open the door wide enough to step back through. 


A new problem soon made itself known. River could see the folded paper on his bed, but he 
wasn’t able to hold it at all. His hooves were too clumsy for it, and his regular, unchanged feet were 
too far away from his eyes to hold it in a place where he could read. No matter how hard he tried, he 
couldn’t get the little pieces of paper between his hooves, and he soon gave up. He flopped onto his 
bed with a huff through his nose. 


River could only hope that the changes would revert back in their own time, or else he’d have 
a very strange explanation to make... assuming he could actually talk to someone. He longed to feel 
around his new mouth, but neither his hooves nor feet could reach that far up. 


Another huff of frustration escaped his nose, but a different feeling began to well up in his 
body. For all the strangeness of his form, River did have a few of the features he had so desperately 
craved. His displaced hindquarters were large and packed with muscle, and there was a thick 
horsecock between them as well. 


The only issue with that was that he couldn’t actually reach it. His hooves rested awkwardly 
on the bed, and his feet were at the entirely wrong end of his body. Despite those issues, he could feel 
the thick equine shaft sliding out from his sheath. It was a strange feeling, and it was met with a 
stiffening between his lower legs as his original, far less impressive, cock grew erect at the same time. 


River wasn’t sure what to do. He knew he should probably try to work out a way to get out of 
his predicament, but he knew that his options were limited. He couldn’t hold anything, and he 
couldn’t speak either. He figured he might as well enjoy things while he could, and hope things 
changed back afterwards. 


Of course, that still left the question of how he could enjoy himself. Just the thought of his 
equine cock had caused the shaft to spill out most of the way from his sheath, but there wasn’t 
anything he could do with it. 


Awkwardly, River managed to roll over onto his belly. His equine legs lay uncomfortably on 
the bed, but his new position did allow his cocks to press against his mattress. His human cock was 
still enclosed in his shorts, but he knew he had no chance to squirming out of his clothes. He would 
have to do the best he could. 


River began to rock back and forth on the bed, feeling his cocks sliding between his torso and 
the mattress. The flared tip of his equine shaft pressed up into him, feeling it straddle the divide 
between his coarse fur and smooth skin. He let out a small huff of pleasure, closing his eyes as his 


puckered mouth clenched slightly. It felt nice, but he craved some hands around his cock to help him 
get off easier. Those were not available though, and he was forced to work with what he had. 


His new cock proved to be very sensitive, as it wasn’t long awkwardly rutting against the bed 
before River felt something building up deep at the base of his cock, close to his throat. His toes 
curled, and he closed his eyes as the pressure gradually increased. 


With an internal moan that couldn’t be vocalised, River came hard. Twice. His bed was 
flooded with several powerful spurts of equine cum, while his human cock did its best to match the 
productivity of his new shaft. A wet patch of cum pooled inside his underwear, but it felt like nothing 
to the strong spurts that his equine cock and balls had been able to produce. 


Blissful contentment spread through River as he lay on his cum-soaked bed. He didn’t quite 
have the body he had intended, but he did get to experience an equine cock at last, and it felt just as 
good as he could have imagined. 


River clenched his hands and closed his eyes. Then he thought about what he did, and his 
eyes snapped open again. Hands? 


He lifted his arms up, staring in surprise as they were gradually shifting back to human form. 
His equine hips felt like they were shrinking down again as well, reverting back to shoulders. He 
shivered as he felt his neck begin to lengthen out again. He was able to morph back to human, but a 
new thought speared into his mind. 


How much could he control this? 


River closed his eyes again and took a deep breath, trying to work out how to arrest the 
changes that were spreading through his body again. He felt a little tingle running through his spine, 
and he nervously ran his hands over his body. There was still some coarse fur over his chest and up 
his neck, and it didn’t feel like it was receding any further. 


River tried to whoop in delight, but the only sound he made was another quiet huff. With a 
deepening blush spreading across his face, he realised that another thing that hadn’t changed back was 
his mouth. He held a hand up to feel the pucker that had replaced his lips and poked a finger inside. A 
burst of pleasure rippled through his jaw and down his throat, and he closed his eyes and leaned his 
head into his hand. 


He didn’t have to change that back just yet, did he? 


Still teasing one finger around his altered mouth, River sat up on the edge of his bed and 
wriggled out of his dirtied clothes. He would have to replace his bedding, but he didn’t need to worry 
about that just yet. He enjoyed the smell of equine cum filling his nose at the moment. His thoughts 
were instead pre-occupied with the thought of finally possessing what had to be his ideal form. 


In his mind, River pictured the body he so desperately craved. Anthro equine with a buff, 
toned body that rippled with muscles, but still had the lingering traces of feminine curves. He wanted 
the thick cock that equines were so famous for, with a pair of dangling balls to match. And on top of 
all of that, he realised he wanted to keep his new mouth the same. It would be fun to play with that 
and explore how it felt. After all, if he had control over his body then it wasn’t like anything was 
going to be permanent. 


River could feel his body changing again, but he kept his eyes closed, not wanting to see 
himself until he was complete. He even kept his hands down by his sides, so he wasn’t tempted to 
trace over the thick muscles that he could feel bulging down his chest and limbs. His hips expanded 
out, and he could feel his ass shifting on the bed as it grew. Despite his recent orgasm, his cock was 


twitching stiff and ready, occasionally bouncing off his belly. Each time it did so, it touched against 
him a little higher up. 


A tingle of electric sensation pulsed down River’s spine. He tensed his fingers against the 
bed. He tried to tense his toes as well, but he got no sensation from them at all. Another huffed moan 
escaped through his nose as he slowly rose to unsteady feet. He wanted to walk into the bathroom 
without opening his eyes, but he almost fell over as he struggled to find his balance. 


His eyes snapped open as he fell to his knees. His hands were covered in brown fur, and his 
fingers were tipped in a thick, hoof-like nail. River trembled in delight at the sight, but he kept his 
eyes fixed forward so he didn’t look over the rest of him. He could feel the strength in his body, but 
he wanted to see it all at once in the mirror. 


Slowly, River pushed himself back up to his feet. He had no sensation in his toes at all, so he 
had to assume that he had hooves down there now, like how his hands had been before. He wiggled 
his hips at the thought, and a smile tried to pull across the elongated muzzle he could see at the bottom 
of his vision. 


With one hand on the wall, he was able to balance himself and slowly make his way back out 
to his bathroom. His hooves clacked on the tiled floor as he pushed open the door, and a moment later 
he was finally able to lay eyes on the most perfect sight he had ever seen. 


It was him. As he had always imagined himself. 


Well, without the puckered anus for a mouth. That was an improvement on all his dreams, he 
realised with a blush welling up beneath his short fur. 


Muscles swelled beneath the short brown hair that covered his body. His chest was well 
defined, and his arms looked thick and powerful. His hips were wide and exaggerated, with bulging 
thighs descending down towards his hooves. Between his legs was a heavy sheath with two balls 
dangling below. He cupped one of his testicles in one hand, almost filling his palm. 


River posed for himself in the mirror, watching as his muscles bulged and his fur rippled with 
every movement. His balls swayed against his powerful thighs, and the tip of a flared cock peeked out 
from his sheath. The former human’s resistance was crumbling as he tried not to wrap his hands 
around the spire of equine cock, but there was a thought sparking near the back of his mind that he 
wanted to give attention to first. 


His mouth was an eager tailhole. He might as well use it like one. 


River’s hands trembled as he crouched down on his hooves. He opened the cabinet just 
beneath the sink so that he could pull out some of his erotic supplies. There was only ever going to be 
one choice. He pulled out an equine-shaped dildo, which had previously been his only experience 
with anything equine. A big bottle of lube quickly followed, and River slathered the silicone dildo in 
the slippery liquid. 


Compared to the cock between his legs, the dildo wasn’t very impressive, but it had been all 
River had been able to train himself to take so far. He wondered if this new body would be capable of 
taking more, but he wasn’t yet sure what the limits of his new body-sculpting abilities were. This 
would be a good trial run at least. 


Letting his thoughts fade away for the moment, River leaned back against the shower wall 
and lifted the dildo up towards his face. With one hand, he smeared some more lube around his 
puckered mouth. He shivered as the cool fluids dribbled slightly down his chin to drip down onto the 
tiled floor between his hooves. 


The flared tip of the silicone cock was pressed against his anusmouth, and with a little 
pressure he was able to push it in. His sensitive flesh around his jaw tingled in delight as it stretched 
out around the thick shaft, and he could feel his own cock twitching in response. He tried to moan as 
he slid the dildo in a little deeper to the tight passage in his jaw. 


With one hand working on slowly pumping the silicone shaft in and out of his tailhole mouth, 
his other hand dipped down to stroke over his cock as it began to spill from his sheath. He trembled as 
his fingers slowly rubbed along the thick shaft. He couldn’t get his hand around the shaft as it steadily 
grew larger and larger. Copious amounts of pre dripped down between his hooves. 


River’s arousal burned strongly as he rocked his hips forward, sliding his cock against his 
hand as much as he was moving his hand over the shaft. His tight, altered mouth was able to stretch 
around the thick silicone, and inch by inch of the dildo disappeared into his muzzle. He could feel it 
squeezing down into his throat, and he would have reached up to feel it bulging his neck had he 
wanted to free up a hand. 


River didn’t realise he had taken the full length of the dildo until he felt his muzzle pressing 
up against the flared base. The opposite side of the base had a suction cup, and River realised he 
didn’t need to use a hand at all to control the dildo. With trembling legs, he turned around and faced 
the wall, fiddling around with the dildo until he was able to press it firmly to the wall. His hands 
dropped away, and the cock stayed stuck to the wall with most of its length hidden inside him. 


Both hands were now free to stroke over his cock, and River did so with vigour. One hand 
focused on the flared tip, while the other rubbed up and down the thick shaft. His head bobbed up and 
down on the silicone cock, stretching out his altered mouth and digging the cock deep into his throat. 


River knew he wouldn’t be able to hold back for long. Everything felt too good. His changed 
mouth was a trove of pleasure, sending sparks of joy all through his body every time he hilted the 
silicone cock, while his own shaft felt infinitely better than the human cock he’d used to possess. 
Nothing compared. Every inch of the massive member was so much more sensitive, and the flared tip 
almost sent him into orgasm with every touch. 


The newly-formed horse wasn’t able to hold his orgasm back. He could feel it at the base of 
his shaft first. A burning heat began to spread through his crotch and up into his chest. His eyes rolled 
back in his head as he hilted the dildo again, filling his throat as he rested his forehead against the cool 
tiled wall of his shower. 


His hands didn’t stop working. They stroked frantically over his footlong cock as he thrust his 
hips forward. The tip of his cock slid against the tiles, and that final bit of pressure was what took him 
right over the edge. 


Cum shot from his cock in a powerful arc, splattering against the wall and even managing to 
splash against his face. Then came the second spurt, and the third. It felt like it was never going to 
end, but River didn’t step back at all. He wanted the dildo to remain buried inside his muzzle, and he 
pressed his spurting cock up against the wall. 


River felt almost exhausted when his orgasmic bliss slowly drained away. His legs felt 
unsteady and he almost slipped on his hooves a couple of times. He peeled the dildo away from the 
wall with trembling hands, but he kept it inside his altered mouth. Cum was smeared across the wall 
of his shower, slowly trickling down to the drain below. Streaks of it was left in his fur, especially 
around his chin and muzzle. 


The horse dropped down onto his haunches and closed his eyes. His tailhole mouth clenched 
and sucked on the dildo happily. His equine form was everything he could ever have hoped it to be. 
This truly was a dream come true. 


When his eyes opened again, they twinkled with the thoughts of what was to come. He had 
full control over what his body looked like. There were so many possibilities of what he could try 
next. His fingers lightly traced around the base of the dildo, brushing against the stretched flesh of his 
anusmouth. That was only going to be the beginning of what he could do. 


For now, though, it was time for the clean-up. His body and mind felt fatigued from the sheer 
pleasure he had experienced. He couldn’t even be bothered to shift his body back to give him a mouth 
as he wearily reached up to switch the shower on. 


Water slowly washed away his seed, but River’s mind was already drifting again as he 
thought about the changes he planned to make in the future. Between his legs, his sheath began to 
swell... 


